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fae GUY FAWHES GUY! 
oe he long expected has at last taken place, and Alexandry and Evelina are no longer betrothed. I am not surprised. They were a well matched pair, 
Meiee ae my unfortunate brother is degenerating into a horrible male flirt. His brutal instincts are also developing. Not only has he tired of his 
ais he » Gut, to make matters worse, on Guy Fawkes’ Day Evelina was ruthlessly seized by her faithless swain and Bill Higgins, and forcibly compelled to 
suomil to the indignity of being guyed. Poor Pa now expresses great concern, but this is humbug, as he was one of the chief instigators of the plot.’’—Toortsie. 


EASILY EXPLAINED; OR, THE PROGRESS OF IBSENISM. THE RUFFIAN JUDGE. 


“WHY, you surely are not going to whitewash Judgo 
Jeffreys?” exclaimed a friend of Humphry Woolrych, when 
he heard that he was about to write the memoirs of the 
“ Demi-Fiend of the Bloody Assizes.” 

Well, Woolrych did his best ; but it is from his book we 
record the doings of this most murderous judge in 1685, 
after the Monmouth rebellion against James ii 

In the autumn of 1685, Jeffreys went forth, guarded bya 
party of Colonel Kirke’s soldiers, He came along with a 
crowd of prisoners he had picked up on the way, like oxen 
going to a general slaughter-house, At Dorchester, the 
clergyman talked of mercy. Jeffreys laughed aloud at his 
prayers. The charge to the jury was a vehement and ear 
piercing shriek, which astonished and alarmed all who heard 
it. The jury had sheltered many of their relations, and now 
shook in their shoes, 

He began by hanging dozena, and worked up to hundreds, 
Three hundred and sixty-six were hanged in the first town, 
The remainder were transported, imprisoned or severely 
whipped. 

One Tutchin refusing to name his accomplices, Jeffreys, 
furious, sentenced him to be imprisoned for seven: years, 
and, during that period, once a year to be whipped through 
all the market towns in Dorsetshire, The ladies present 


Date Parent (10 on 
ft mn 0 Only Child) Why . x a , ; ° smi ‘ 
= hinge eaet t y in the name Only Chitd (calmly). Would you kindly smile Only Child, Exactly! The curse of heredity clings to me, i ny ’ P ; 
Tey fits eee you fiud ‘a husband? Are for a moment, father? eal Tarent. What's and—/ smile in aetlae manner. Consequently, my admirers burst into teara, The Clerk of Assizes pointed out that 
that got to do with it? But here goes! fly from me as if 1 were a plague. there were 60 many towns in Durset the sentence amounted 
° 
‘& 
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toa whipping about once a fortnight, and that Mr. Tutchin was 
vevery young man. Tutehin petitioned the King to hang him 
stright away, and at last, when within a day or two of the date 
lixed for the tirst dogging, he was found to have been struck down 
with small pox and to be ina most miserable condition, on which 
King James peremptorily commanded his release. . 

In Devonshire Jeffreys was as brutal, Some places were quite 
depopu ated, and nothing to be seen in them but deserted walls, 
witbets and eareases, The trees loaded thick with quarters, the 
uses and steeples covered with dead men's heads,“ Nothing 
could be diker hell than all those parts; nothing liker the devil 
than he.’ Caldrons hissing, earcases boiling and tearing and 
mangling, and he the great director of all. 

From condemned criminals, Jeffreys, in the shape of bribes, 
received enormous sums of money and purchased several rich 
estates. 

One of the stories told of Jeffrey's ally, the ruffian Colonel 
Kirke, was that at Taunton, after the battle with Monmouth, he 
caused thirty persons to be hanged while he was feasting. Ten 
went off to a health of the King, ten to the Queen and ten to 
Jeffreys, and that he caused the drums to beat while the criminals 
were struggling to death, that they might have music to their 
dancing. 

. 


. * . . * 
THe BANDITTS OFF Batsy PARK. 
(A Treo Tail.) 

‘ thee risin son was att the corner as*per usual, and they 
was a-openin of the shutters, Orl els was stil as deth, save the 
rattlin off the tranes an other rows, Inn the trackeless jungle of 
Batsy park, two figgers mite av bin observ moshuuless an silent. 

See a 3rd figger aproach. itt iss a boi with a barskit, a sorter 
genral shopp boi, Dowteless, ce iss loded with food. praps arlso 
gold, Hush! ee come. now or never. 


. . * e . * 
there as bin a terribil seen, that boi as gave me an billum beans. 
Ee ad no gold, but too bundle off firewood, witch ee use as a 
weppin, billum iss a sicknin site. i av leff im too is fait, an am 
orf ome. blud enuf iss on thees ands, i chue itt, 
(Nert week, The Red Cow.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Ss 

be Commerondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Vo vot inclose louse stamps. 


Much obliged to you, A READER, Really you are far too kind ; 
Still, we must deolne goer offer, For we haven't space, we, find, 
Quite impossible, Miss JACKSON, Days before we go to press; It's 
unnecessary, ARCHIE; Sorry that we cannot, Bess. Try some other 
ctyle, F. BLACKMAN, Don't give way to such despair ; How about 
the others, SYDNEY! Jt would bea bit unfair, Thanks for sketches, 
WILLIAM SeLwoop, Which, alas! we must refuse ; ALLY'S little 
ways, A FATHER, We must ask you to excuse. Quite a matter of 


indifference ; Do so if you please, though, WiLL ; Glad tu hear you ‘i 
liked it, CHARLIE; Piccadilly, Ropert HILL. If you care to FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
trust them, CoORK1; Rather smudg y, FreDDY WHITE; Gallantry, No, 445.--The “ Mars” Costume. 


indeed, A CostER; Why not try a stand-up sight ? 
SS 
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A WONDERFUL WILD 

will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Recently discovered somewhere 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), whe shall happen to mect | 1% the neighbourhood of the 
with his vr her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the Pyramids) 

United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY 
SLoPer’s HAL¥F-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident, “ALLY SLOPER's HALF- HOLIDAY” its 
published Eaves hens the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
tug at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, eapiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


= 

“TL say, my dear, I hope that young fellow who saw Jane home 
last night wasn't in any way rude to her’? Poor, sensitive child ! 
perhaps the brute tried to kiss her and that made her——" “Lor, 
dear, what a double breasted juggins you are; the poor gal was 
a-crying because he didn't kiss her! She's no new laid egg at the 
true love business ! ” oe 

= 


On the Underground Railway. 
; ae Passenger. May 1 trouble you to move your stick off my 
00) 

Second Passenger (rudely), 'Tain't my stick. 

First Passenger. Ah! that’s just what | thought, from the look 
of you. [ll button up my coat, then; fora man who will sneak 0 
stick will steal anything else, if he gets the chance. 

*\* [The carriage grows warm, 


THE slaggard who disregards the advice of the sage, to go for 
fn example to the ant, is frequently compelled to go to his 
“uncle,” and to leave something with him. 

a 
OH, when will women wisdom learn 
And not be had for mugs, 
By swopping half our clothes and boots 
For ornaments and jugs? 
cs 


. 

Chawley. *Allo, 'Arry, ‘ow are yer, ole pal? 

"Arry (with dignity). Famous, mate, thankee. I'm in the beer 
trade now. 

Chawley (awed). Lor! Tetail, in corse? 

"Arry. No, indeed. We's wholesale as well. Some of our 
customers has a gallon at a time. 

ze¢ 
* 

“WHEN I wasa young man,” said Bladder pater,“ T could throw 
the cricket ball further than anybody.” And the Olive Twiglet 
remarked, “Mr. Snarler says you can throw the hatchet further 
than anybody now.” ae 

* 


Edith. And so you didn’t accept him, Blanche! I’m sure he's 
avery nice fellow indeed. [ think you've treated him awfully 
badly, keeping him dangling on all this time. 

Blanche, Accept him?—no; he’s as poor as a church mouse. 
Why, his income would hardly keep me in shoe leather. 

Edith (drily, with a glance at her companion's pedal extrem- 


Fuzsnnff (with his affected drawl), 
Give me—haw—a glass of — haw — 


ities). But don’t you think you'll have some difficulty in finding a Tbe rs We are not allowed to 
man rich enough to do that? serve intoxicated persons, sir, 


He was known as John Jeremy Jove 
I’cter Peregrine Paul Pottletoe ; 
Kut when the dame came 
To,“ Who gave yon that name?” 


His reply was, * I'm blowed if I know.” 


Edie (who has erpected quite half a crown), No, uncle, Tam thinking of all the 
things I can’t buy with it, 


“What! me an’ the Dutch clock 
fein’ to the ‘all? Not much! Not 
When the hopera season's on, We're 
horff to the Garden, ain't us. ‘Ria ?” 


(Saturday, November 5, 1899. 
IT was the first cold day of autumn, and as B in 

comfortable sitting room after his return from the Cie! 
threw her arms around his neck, exclaiming, “Oh, my ow, | 

hubby !_I was afraid you were never coming home to your.” 
little wifie.” A pained look crossed Buggins’ face, and. , i 1 
heavy sigh, he replied, “It’s no good, Maria ! Money is avi,” 
scarce. You'll have to make the sealskin jacket you had last +. 
do for the present.” * seir 


THE other evening some enthusiastic youth took it upon hi: 
self to lecture McGooseley upon his bibaicas habits and eee 
ultimate consequences. McGooseley stood it ns long as he evi 
and then, turning round, exclaimed, “Hold your tongue, oa 
Why, I got drunk before you were born.” “There was 
moments: silence, and then the youth replied, “And haye 
drunk ever since, by the look of you.” 


' boy 
a few 
been 


WHAT are the wild waves saying 

As they beat on the lonely shore? 
Expressing their pleasure, 
They're now at their leisure, 

And the time of the summer is o'er, 


What are the wild waves saying, 
Dinning one tune in my ear? 

They are thundering glad 

That the stone throwing cad 
Has done with them now for a year, 


Would-be Clever Spectator, ‘How atrociously ignorant thes 
actor fellows are, tu be sure. Did you notice what a fearful 1)! 
that chap made of that French quotation? ‘ 

Friend, What, the fellow who's just gone off ? 

Would-be Clever Spectator. Yes. 


Friend, Why, my dear fellow, he is a Frenchman! 
ss 


s 
“Every Jack has his Jill,” runs the ancient saying. Quite «, 
but we're inclined to be of the opinion, after a rough caiculatio, 
of the number of inebriated tars we encountered during a recent 
stroll along Ratcliffe Highway, that the majority of Jacks have 


considerably more than their gill. 
ss 


s 
Jones. I saw you going into a pub, in Fleet Street to-day, 
Smith, 1 don't believe it. 
Jonca. Why not? ; 
Smith. 1f you'd seen me going into ope you'd have been in 
yourself in less than a minute, on the off chance of my standing 
you a drink, *° 


THE correspondent who wrote to us last week, inquiring whether 
applicants for the position of guard on a railroad needs any vers 
extensive training, is hereby warned off for the period of lis 
natural existence. *.* 


Mrs. Penhecker. 1 can’t understand why on earth those two st 
married! ‘They've neither of ’em got any money, she isn't pret, 
he has no title, her friends are iu no position to keep him—it's 4 
inystery. t 

‘Mr. Penhecker (quietly), Perhaps they married for love. 

ss 
s 


Mrs. Buster's Sister. How is it, dear, that you so seldom havea 
new bonnet now? J hope there's nothing wrong with Mr, Buster's 
business ? 

Mrs. Buster. Oh, no, dear! But, you see, John has taken the 
pledge, so I—er—er—that is, I don't get—er—er—there is nv 
chance of—er—er— 

Mrs. Buster's Sister. I quite understand, Julia. Poor dear! 

ss 


s 
BRAGLEY boasts he’s made of money, 
So I’ve ceased to think it funny 
People should this verdict pass : 
“That man Bragley is all drass.” 


* 
“An! yes, sir, many’s the time and oft as I've ‘eard the cry,‘ A! 
‘ands to the pump.’" “Ah! you were a sailor once, | presume. 
my poor fellow?” “Oh, no, sir! merely a milkman’s assictun', 


sir, that’s all.” *8 


Lardi Longsox, Was that a pearl necklace in that boujut 
Noodle threw you Jast night? . 
Nellie Hikiks, Don't know, dear. Just going down to sv 


Attenborough, *,* 


IT was a large pub., and the landlord looked down from hehint! 
his diamond studs upon us poor consumers of bitter. Suddenly. a 
little, sharp looking man exclaimed, “I say, guv'nor, T wonder vou 
don't make your brewer send you better stuff than this, you nagit 
be obliged to drink it yourself some day.” 

s¢ 


s 
Tootsie. And is all that golden hair false! 
Lallie. Every hair of it. 
Tootsie. Are you sure? : 
Lallie. Why, of course lam, She's my greatest friend. 
s+ 
* " . 
SWEET thirty-nine year old darling, she had already “ obliced | 
with five more or less harrowing selections, and, as she trippe 
lightly over to the piano again, she asked, smilingly, “Shs. si. 
“Forever and Forever?’” And the rude young men in the ¢ si 
raised a titter by remarking audibly that, as far as he wr ce 
cerned, if she sang for only another five minutes she'd upline 


what little remained of his reason. 
ss 


s . 
“Do you take cream, Mr. Bluffman?” asked the. pretention 
hostess at.the small and early, pausing with upraised jug ONE 
steaming cup of frazrant Mazawattee. “ Well—er—ves, ht a s 
gazing doubtfully at the bluey-white fluid, “ but I'm not 7 
s 


larly partial to skim milk!” " 


nee 


i me 
“Do you go to the big concerts, Mr. Stickemtight? nats 
have thought you would have been quite a patron of se Has 
Pops.” “Well, as tothe Monday Pops, they are a) ittle ae 
way when I've been out on the bender on Sunday night—eve 


waistcoat comes in haudy sometimes te 


s 
SHE has two eyes so soft and brown— 4 
That nice girl at the “ Rose and Crown ; 
And when she sweetly smiles on me 
A rose and crown in her I see. 
Her tresses are her crown, I ween, 
The rose is in her fair cheek seen. 


* ns . ler vol 

Stiggins. Hallo, McGooseley. Tight as usual! I wondet 
don’t go and live in Ireland, 

Me Gooseley. Whysh that? . 

Stiggins. Why? Because there are no snakes there sto: Diab 

Me(Giooseley. With vivid recollections of the Mine versie 
with Institute of Journalists, No, thatsh ri’, but the _ a 
of yellow beetlesh and blue devilsh with red pitchforksh. 

ss 


= : » southern 
Sie was a distinguished leader of the society of boy nile 
suburb wherein she resided. She wanted to allay tne Me raser typ 
cook-parlour-and-housemaid, so she repaired to tee Ree ati 
‘There she met several acquaintances, also in sy a eet" 
buttermilk of society, and they exchanged the po at se. Then the 
tions, and she began to feel almost three inches o rine echt 04 
rson who ran the registry oftice entered Nk ouss* 
ner, inquired, “What kind of situation do you Adal down. 
maid or general?” And now she is trying to live i 


registry | 


Saturday, November 5, 1892.} 
TOOTSIE STEEPLECHASING. 


<s 5 arri “" lo a thing, he does it 
nen Sir Augustus Harris means tos Msn e Cer 
+ vive i nautical farce, he does not spoil his 
roagittyy. TEBe givessus 2 Baie "boats fora he ploreh 
of tar, When he 
comes to the 
*osses,” as Ducrow 
ealled) them, they 
ure not of the clan 
MeNacker. The 
Prodigal Daughter 
is the biggest thing 
that Druryolanus 
has done. 

He and Harry 
Pettitt know how 
to construct and 
stage a melodrama 
just as well as any- 

ly ever did, and 
a little bit better, 
too, and the Prodi- 
gal Daughter ought 
to bring more 
money to Old Drury 
than any Drury 
Lane melodrama 
yet has done, 

They were, cer- 
tainly, quite right 
in thinking that 
the public had not 
had anything like 
enough of the sport- 
ing piece; and, to 
tell the truth, there 
_ have not been, all 

vinted, such a great number of sporting pieces. If we search the 
wrchives, the sporting dramas of days gone by were wild and weird 
yroductions, As well as T can make out, the series began with 
‘\ncus B. Reach’s romance of “Clement Lorrimer ; or, the Book 
\ith the Irion Clasps." Therein the mysterious Benosa, by threats, 
compels the jockey, Flick, to allow him to drug Snapdragon, the 
favourite. L have the book open before me, with George Cruik- 
-hank's powerful but inaccurate picture of the scene. The author 
speaks of the drug being contained in a phial. Cruikshank makes 
ita black pint bottle. 

Dion Boucicault followed after and introduced a real horse in 
the lying Seud for Mr. Belmore to gallop on to victory, irrespec- 
tive of all rules of the racecourse, and a great success the play was. 

Now, with Sir Augustus this is quite different. He does not this 
time content himself with a flat race: it is a steeplechase, if you 
please,and more realistic than the stage for many and many a long 
year to come will be able to surpass, 

* There are real hurdles tou jump over, real ditches to fall into, real 


Rose Woodmere: 


"he Hon, Julian Belford: 
poate tes Miss MILLWARD. 


JULIAN KNIGHT, 


Sir John Woodmere: 


Maurice Deepwater : 
Henny NEVILLE, 


JAMES FERNANDEZ, 


—or as near as possible—turf to sit on, very reul looking mob, and 
Who shall not say real welchers? (I'll ask Gus about this when 
next [see him.) 

‘The story of the play is about a young Iady who goes wrong 
without exactly meaning to, and there is the half bad man and the 
very bad man indeed, and the really good man, and the comic lord 
and the comic Quakeress ; also the very peppery but warm hearted 
synire father, the lion hearted hero, the sympathetic sister—all, 
indeed, that you evn require, 

I think | may honestly say that there never was a more exciting 
svene than that of the race itself, when the thoroughbreds fly 
ueross the stage bearing men on their backs thoroughly well up to 
the work, And, preceding this, the stable yard Bed idterion of 
stable, with cleverly effected change, are perfectly realistic. The 
“Grand Hotel,” at Paris, too, is 0 remarkable set, seemingly as 
strouzly built as the real hotel itself, where last year | spent some 
days, and the only fault that I can possibly find with it, is that at 
Hrury Lane the hotel servants talk French more frequently than 
tiey do in Paris, where | had to ask for a chambermaid who spoke 
the language 
supposedly 
moat in use in 
Paris, 

Sir Augus- 
tus Harris for 
this remark- 
able play has 
got together 
Q very strong 
company, 
including 
Henry Ne- 
ville, James 
Fernandez, 
Leonard 
Boyne, Julius 
Knight, J. L. 
Shine, Arthur 
Williams, 
Charles Dods- 
worth, Miss 
Millward, 
Blanche Hor- 
lock, Fanny 
Brough and 
ever so any 
others, who 
all do what 
they have to 
do excellent- 
ly well. Miss 
Millward has 
got a strong 

andience go 
bx of cleverly 


Dereas Gentle+ 


Tansy Giovog, Lord Banbury: 


J. 1. SHiNg. 


and one with which the sympathies of the 


hl AN 
Riss ees Williams also fetches all with a 


‘YOu must go and. se 
mean, Vou can tin 


eotsio for 


ee the up to daterat Drury Lane, if, of 
on 4 room,and Tam sare you will thank 
SiS you real, proper straight tip. 
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A SERIOUS LOSS. 
Lost! lost! | have lost 
The power that could me provide 
With comfort, content and a countless host 
Of joys for the brumal tide, 
DT have hunted it high and low ; 
I have sought for it everywhere. 
Lost! lost! it is lost! and. oh, 
How L weep in wy wild despair! 


Lost! lost! [ have lost 
My passport into that sweet 

Domain where, cosy as new made toast, 
Lives the Spirit of Genial Heat. 

(‘omes a chill to my heart een now ; 
My ears like icicles seem ; 

Than marble more cold is my marble brow, 
And my blood is a frozen stream, 


Lost ! lost! I have lost 
The restrainer of Azraél's might, 

And deep in some ditch | shall yield the ghost 
Erelong in some death cold night. 

1 will hasten my soul to save, 
And farewell to my friends I'll say ; 

Vor [ve lost the ticket “mine Uncle® gave 
For the overcoat pawned in May ! 


—_——_o—___. 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and Juvtuvtes 
by his friends and relations.) 
CHAPTER XXXI. 
JEALOUSY AND STRIFE, 

I CAN safely affirm that Mrs. Sloper is not a very jealous woman. 
She has never had any cause to be, yet, for all that, female humau 
bature sometimes runs that way, 

(Runs that way, indeed! Why, the Old'Un can't go outside the 
house of a morning without shedding so many winks that they 
cover the whole curb stone, as if they were acid drops! Run that 
way, indeed! Why, I've seen him risk destruction through all 
the “ Elephant and Castle" omnibuses to see an eighteen-year-old 
bonnet builder mount the Brixton tramear.—McG.) 

Still, for all this, Mrs, Sloper has, at times, been troublesome. 
When, simply from a harmless love of amusement, | have watched 
the giddy, feather-hatted swingeress, at the North Woolwich 
Gardens (when the immortal William Holland ruled the roast), 
Mrs. Sloper has tightly grasped the common law garden gamp of 
commerce and shook it too assertively near my proboscis. 

(L should think so, I will say that of Pa that, although he is 
the best of pa’s, I can quite understand Ma's brenking my bonnet- 
box over the paternal head, for his wanting to stand gin and 
cloves and heart cakes to all the “extras at the “Friv.” Extras, 
indeed ! I would have extraed him if he had been Bob.—TOOTSIE. ) 

Mrs. Sloper, in my early married life, in this respect did, | will 
own to a leetle extent, trouble me. When the next door land- 
lady’s youngest daughter sat down accidentally on the ground 
and I clambered upon the garden wall to express a sympathy 
called forth by her squawks of agony, I do not see why Mrs. 
Sloper need have refused to accept from that highly respectable 
family a sociable afternoon tea, with whelks included, 

(In that business Mrs, 8. was quite right. 1 don't see what 
right the Old 'Un had to invite the damsel in question to doa 
barn door dance on the top of the dust-bin lid, while he smoked a 
long clay and looked out of the kitchen window.—IKY Mo.) 

It is always the way though, even with the best women—they 
cannot help it. Jealousy is natural tv them, even as stay busks 
and powder: puffs. 

On one occasion, when | joined the modest and innocent “ ring” 
at Hampstead Heath, Mrs. Sloper, so to speak, absolutely per- 
vaded the place. She tore enough off the back hair of an attrac- 
tive female of a ruddy complexion, sufficient to have found the 
stuffing for a dozen convicts’ beds, pillows included. 

(It’s all very well of the Eminent to try on the innocent and 
lamb and mince sauce business, but a worser old Johnny Doem 
you never came across.— MCU. once more on the same tap.) 

(10 be continued next week.) 


oe 


THE POET AND HIS LADY. 


“Wuat shall I do for my love? 
Crown her with flow'rs? 
Float hke a aephye above 
And around her for hours? 


“ What shall I do for my dear? 
Shall | be mute? 

Or tune to her delicate ear 
The strings of my lute? 


“What shall I do for my queen? 
Set sail to my bark? 

Bear her away from the scene 
Over the billows so dark? 


“What shall I do for my sweet? 
In armour y-clad 

Lay down my life at her feet, 
And, dying, be glad?" 


Her lover sang thusly ; but she 
Interrupted his dreams 

And whispered, “Just purchase for me 
Some chocolate-creams,” 


_— > 


DOLLY'S DILEMMA. 


His name was David, but they called him Dolly. He was a sh 
and blameless ae with a splendid record at his Sunday school, 
und a fringe of fluff along his upper lip. He had never been out 
much into society, as his dear mamma had a holy dread of his 
getting “gay.” Now and then, certainly, he got off the maternal 
apron strings, and had a deuce of a tlare-up at German Reed's or 
the Polytechnic, or even dived deep into the vicissitudes of a 
Plumbing and Glazing Trades’ Exhibition at the Agricultural Hall, 
but not often. 

The morning after his first ball he went to pay a duty call. He 
was shown up into the drawing room, where the daughter of the 
house was alone. She was a bold and beautiful blonde, but she 
was a little tired out by the giddy gaiety of the previous night, 
and ever and anon dabbed a lace mvuchoir, saturated with toilet 
vinegar, to her alabaster brow, She perged Dolly to excuse her 
being so indisposed, and Dolly spluttered out some sort of assur- 
ance that it didn't matter in the least. Then he tried to correct 
his speech. Of course, he didn't mean that it didn't—that is to 
say—that—that—that—what he really meant to say, was—er—— 

Then, without any previous warning, her pretty nose began to 
bleed. Here was a glorious opportunity! Dolly's domestic ex- 
perience stood him in good stead, A more worldly young man 
than he would not have known what to have done. But Dolly 
did. Ready for all such family emergencies, he rushed to the door, 
which was, of course, closed, yrabbed the key, and, in much less 
time than it takes to write it, dropped it down Beauty's back. 

At that moment, steps were heard outside. Someone tried the 
door, and then began to knock, A cold perspiration started out 
upon his unmanly brow, as he realized that, in his hurry, he had 
locked the door, and that the drawing room was on the first floor ! 
Of course, she couldn't give him back the key, because—because, 
er—well—er— 

Well—er—dash it all! wasn't it deuced awkward ? 


—_—— 


MASHED ON MADELINE. 


—~-—. 


THEY couldu't help it. Robinson and Robinson, she was so 
beastly pretty, They Were tairly goue on her, and each felt for the 
other aw dislike 
which was really 
dangerous, 

Madeline was 
chambermaid at 
“Chorley’s Hotel,” 
Marrying Cross, 
wnd Bobinson and 
Robinson, cousins, 
were up in London 
tora week, staying 
at “ Chorley's.” 

“LT should like 
to get Madeline out 
forawalk, thought 
Robinson. “ Limust 
ask her when her 
hight out is,” 

Madeline's pretty 
face and pretty 
tigure had affected 
Bobinson in ex- 
actly the same way, 
and, to himself, he 
made use of pre- 
cisely the same 
sentiments as his 
frieud. 

It was Saturday 
night when Robin- 
son met Madeline 
on the stairs (by 
accident, of course) 
and asked her, in 
his most gracious, fetching style, to go fora walk with him. 

Probably thinking that a refusal to go out with Robinson might 
make a considerable ditference (on the wrong side) in the amount 
of his tip when leaving the hotel, Madeline consented, saying to- 
morrow, Sunday, was her night out. Robinson was nod a bad 
looking fellow, either, and Madeline had no special objection to a 
handsome face, particularly when it founu its way into the 
immediate neighbourhood of hers, 

Nature, in manufacturing Bobinson, had evidently run short of 
“ personal attractions,” for a more ungainly looking “result” it 
would have been difticult to find—supposing anyone to have been 
anxious to look for such an apparition, which is doubtful, unless 
they had been starting an atrocity show aud wanted a startling 
exhibit for a draw, 

But Madeline, for commercial reasons, was loth to offend the 
baboou-like Bobin- 
son, so when he 
went to her and 
asked her if he 
could take her to 
hear the band in 
the park on Sun- 
day evening (it was 
summer then), she 
said she would be 
very pleased, And 
she lingered on the 
stairs, where Bob- 
inson had wayluid 
her, till Bobinson 
wave her tive shil- 
lings and a kiss, 
Who will say that 
Madeline could not 
wait properly? 

But a dark pur- 
pose Jay hidden 
in the bosom = of 
the chambermaid, 
and one = might 
have known by 
the manner in 
which she 
pocketed the 
money that she 
had no more 
intention of meet- 
ing the love sick 
Bobinson than of 
giving Robinson the slip. Oh, no! Madeline was just a bit artful, 

The appointment iu each case was “ Marrying Cross Station at 
8.30.” 

Sunday night, 7.30. 
room, 

“Going anywhere to-night, Robinson?” 

“No. You, Bobinson?” 

“Er—no—not exactly, Thought of going for a little stroll 
about 8.20. But I won't ask you to come with me, knowing how 
you hate walking.” . 

“You are very good, Bobinson, I do hate walking. 
shall stay in here till you return.” ; 

Bobinson, humming a simple tune in a simple way, strolled 
innocently out of the room and made his way upsturs to dress 
himself, ‘ 

It was nearly 8.20 now. “I do wish they'd send up my boots, 
said Bobinscn, anxiously looking at his watch, “What a fool [ 
was not to. brin 
another pair with 
me.” 8.25, He rang 
furiously, swearing 
ditto. 

8.30. Enter 
“Boots.” “If you 
please, sir, Made- 
line said as ‘ow 
you was a-goin’ 
hout to-night, and 
told me just now 
to varnish yer 
boots. I've only 
just done ‘em, sir 
—they won't be 
ready to put on for 
a hour.” 

* 


Met on the stairs 


Said she would be very please. 


Robinson and Bobinson in the smoking 


Faney I 


* * 
“T waited for 
you everso long in 
that drs iy 
station, Why 
didn't you meet 
me?” asked Made- 
line of Bobinson, 
quite crossly, 
jut Bobinson 
answered not, 
neither did he 
smile, for he had 
seen Robinson and 
Madeline part from 
each other under ; ‘ 
his window about three hours after getting his boots, and he 
guessed why those boots had been dene up so nice and spruce at 


the last moment, and his heart was sick. 


Tn the smoking room, 


“T say, Brown, why do you resemble a dirty pipe?” “ Con- 
found yout Whatde you mean?” © Because you don’t draw." 
4% Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 

of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


* No, 259,.—M1ISS MADELINE MASTERS. 


“Oh, Madeline, sweet Madeline, my love is wholly yours, T 
ween,” —The Dook Snovk, 
“Have I not given thee my whole heart 7" —Lord Bub. 


“ Fain would I put my fate inte the balance.” 


THE NEW KIRK MEENISTER TRIES HIS HAND 


(1). “* A'll see what I can dee tae bring this sinner tae repentance.” 


The Hon, Billy. 


PM Ney 
a) { 


AN OUT AND OUT CANNIBAL. 
Busy City Man. Dinner, six sharp—don't be late-—shall not wait— 
but begin eating myself, 


(Saturday, November 5, 1897 


“I am beginning to hate the Profession, 
dear, but am compelled to remain on t}: age 
because my betrothed, the Count, dutes . 
actresses, Horrid, is it not ?°—£xtract jron, 
Letter of Young Lady. 


SSS 


SS 
> 


SS 


SSsZ 


The shades of night were falling fast when through the Square of Leicester 
Passed A. SLOPER—at least, he would have, if he had not stopped short at the 
portals of the Empire. Like Mr. Rapless, so admirably impersonated by his old pal 
Willie Warde in Kound the Towa, he was vofless, for friends of SLOPER had rallied 
round bim that day. “ Now here,” he mused, “I might find sustenance and shelter 
for a time,” so he entered. “Take my card to Mr, Slater, please,” said he, to a 
formidable gentleman in uniform. “What, a pawn ticket!" “Now, how did T 
come by that? No matter, say Mr, SLOPER.” “My dear Mr. SLOPER,” cried 
Mr. C, Dundas Slater, hurrying towards him, “what can I do for you?” “What 
can you do for me, dear boy? Why, stand still while I interview you," and out 
came the note book, “ My good sir,” said Mr. Slater, “you couldn't have come at a 
worse time, I am wanted everywhere. Can't you look in to-morrow, at 9 A.M.?" 
“ Impossible, Dundas! To-morrow's washing day.” “ Washing day?" “Yes, you 


see I usually rise with the lark, but on washing day I find it convenient to remain in 


(2). When the Laird and McSwine, descending thus, arrested his attention. 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—C. DUNDAS SLATER, Esq. 


RS Ww: NX 
AMY 


“{ ind; 
bed. Twigay vous, wy boy, twigay vous?” Mr, Slater did, and said, “Never min! : 
it couldn't be helped. Could he offer Mr. SLOPER a seat and a drink?" Sv it can 
to pass A. SLOPER was soon ensconced in a comfortable fauteuil, with a Mig ¢ 0 
and a bottle of “ Unsweetened” before him, graciously placed at his dispom ae we 
obliging acting manager. But when the bottle gave out he got restless, an Laat 
how found himself behind the scenes, while the Versailles ballet was on, tarking bs 
loveliness, It was in Round the Town, though, that he was quite in his Senet 
Jove! what a fuss the Year girls made of him, and as for his charming ai 
friend, Mdlle. Bettina de Sortis, she setually pinned a beautiful buttonhole one 
chest with her own fair hands. Of course Lennon, the stage manager, Was ¢ he 
nearly out of his mind, and wished the Old Man at Jericho, but hesitated 4 
so distinguished a Littérateur, Fortunately Morritt, the Illusionist, apport a 
arrived, and, grasping the situation, as well as the Eminent, smilingly said, “le 
it to me,” and successfully accomplished the Fly fo A. SLOPER, 


ON McNAB. 


think I 


“and ab 
there. 


3). “A'm noo politician,” murmured the N.K. Meenister, 
© will not take part in the discussion that is proceeding over 


1892.) 


Saturday, November 5, 


se 


“Yoncs-areabher-Guy-" 


le=Full-Cryy + 


A right merry greeting to ye all, good friends. 
prichtly show in store for thee, and many an idle c 
mv hurpo— The * Washerwoman's Champion fights In open court to gain her “rights” :—The 
The artist has depicted i 
once more:— A lengthy time of frost and cold This winter 


court Neil whose end is near, 
WY chase a full-grown foe 


A LITTLE NAP AFTER DINNER. 


Tn a double sense of the word. 


ca 


Good &racious! no, 
hast ‘ve-and-twenty." 


; HE KNEW HIS CUSTOMER. 
! ton old to take lessons on the stage?" 
Why, I've a pupil down- 


(Terms arranged. 


ALLY SLOPER’'S.- HALF-HOLIDAY. 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG 


Gadshooks and grammercy, but I have a 
onceit, A moment, | crave ye, an I string 
powers, it seems, Are injured by 
readers mine? — Oddsfish ! 


ere :— November's come, cub hunting's 
the tlight of seven days | 


/ y 
4. ni, 


Mi m/ y | Y, / 
4f/ 


He. Y haven't seen you dancing yet, Mrs, Kidemall, ; 

She. No; I promised my husband not to dance to-night, 

He, Then, it's no use asking you for a dance ? 

She. Oh, yes, itis, The night will soon be over. It only wants five minutes to twelve. 


we're tu have, I'm told: — The singer of her Purse was cased, The robber, though, was 
seized : — Some likely candidates, ig bet, Who haven't been elected yct :— The 

the cheap ice ercams, " 
but it would flout thee all to find a merrier bard, | wot. And with 
shall again be with ye—YK 


Chileg - Chee -Childpen- 


uickly 
hids' dgenive 
What think you now of that, good 


SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


WHERE ARE THE POLICE? 


Housekeeper, Go at once to the policeman at the corner, Mary, 
and tell him to come in? I'm sure I heard a man’s voice in the 
house, (Afary rushes off, glad to escape. 


EASILY SUITED. 
Mother, There you har, Sally, my gal. Yer neeln't ro on 
further, there's the werry thing for yer. Yer sweetheart's @ pot- 
man, and he can put yer up tv all the dodges of the gume. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


TOGETHER with the fifth ef November comes SLopER’s days of 
ini-ery, Tn spite of protests from the Ancient, there is a certain 
. portion of the public 
who insist upon making 
him the medium of 
their guying business, 
This sort of thing may 
be well meant, and all 
that sort of thing, but 
there is something 
galling to a man of 
A, SLOPER'S eminence 
to see effigies of himself 
being dragged through 
Smire and filth and 
paraded through the 
Y highways and byways 
of the metropolis, A. 
SLOPER is not wont to 
weep, but this kind of 
S treatment, on the part 
of an ungrateful public, 
ia calculated to draw 
tears from even granite. 
Willing is he always to 
pose as the public bene- 
factor and lend them 
the light of his coun- 
tenance when occasion 
arises, but he will 
not act ns their play- 
thing. This is final, 
and persons introduc- 
ing guys into Shoe 
Lane, on the Sth inst., will do so on thuir own responsibility. 
s 


Tue Dook SNook, who is staying with his aunt at the “ Metro- 
role,” writes that Lieut. Cole, F.0.S8., has been knocking ‘em at the 
Srighton Alhambra with his * Merry Folks.” His figure of ALLY 

creates more fun than any of the other curious people represented, 
This, perhaps, is not to be wondered at, for the P.O.M. always 
romps ina headand shoulders in front of everyone else. The Dook 
has vot yet returned to town, = ¢ « 

* 


A STATEMENT has gone the rounds of the press to the effect 
that at one of the leading theatres in the metropolis a rule exists 
that any performer contracting marriage without permission, or in- 
volving herself in any public scandal, shall be liable to instant dis- 
missal, Buck up, ye Johnnies, buck up! We have authority for 
stating that the house in question is not the Friv. 


A SLIGHTLY increased number of ladies, we are told, have 
adopted the divided skirt for hunting this season. Well, well, 
everybody to their taste! and if the 
adoption of this fashion insures a safer 
seat and a greater amount of noto- 
riety, well and good. A. SLOPER, how- 
ever, distinctly wishes to contradict the 
statement which has appeared in various 
important journals, to the etfect that he 
approves of the innovation. The Emi- 
nent, as is well known, has a distinct eye 
for beauty, and few things, in his opinion, 
become a well made woman better than 
the graceful fall and folds of a habit 
skirt of the good old pattern. 

* 


* 

THE Australian lady who is presenting 
a peal of bells to the Jubilee Institute, 
having obtained permission to name the 
different bells after members of the 
Royal Family, might just as well have 
called the two smallest Boulanger Shake- 
bacon and Ginetta Margerine while she 
was about it, The Twinlets can kick 
WP. an awful row when they like, and 

rs, Sloper thinks the recognition would 
have been most appropriate, 


THE Mildewed Musician has been 
graciously pleased to confer the “ Award 
of Merit” upon IVAN CARYLL, because 
he's a clever and charming composer. 
“Feyther,” chortled the Blue Orbed 
Alto, “wot a ‘opPy cove Ivan ought to 
be, oughtn't 'e? fame, honours, riches, 
all showered upon 'im and Geraldine—glorious nightingale-throated 
Geraldine Ulmar for a bride.” And the Agéd acquiesced sadly, a8 
he thought of his own partner waiting savagely up to give him 
beans for coming homme so beastly late, 


Lorp Bos has wired up that Sir James Linton, P.R.I., F.0.S., 
who has been gracing Brighton with his presence, was not down 
this time with the object of painting the town red. His special 
mission was painting the portrait of the Maharajah Gaekwar of 
Baroda, who has lately been making ‘em sit up on their hind legs 
at the “Grand Hotel.” ee 

s 


PRINCE BISMARCK has written us to the effect that he is quite 
willing to contribute to our Christmas Number, on condition that 
he is made a life subscriber to “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
As our free list is eutirely suspended, we must respectfully decline. 

. 


. 

For upwards of eleven yeare now has Mrs, Langtry adorned the 
theatrical profession, and during this period she has essayed man 
characters, but it 
is very doubtful 
whether she has 
been intrusted 
with a part more 
in unison with 
her peculiar 
talents than that 
of Agatha Tyl- 
den. The char- 
acter is astrongly 
written one, and 
gives some ex- 


j cellent oppor- 
iaeateis to 


1} /// Mrs. Langtry, 
=}: each and every 
lf one of which is 
~— eagerly seized 
_. upon and made 
the most of. An 
— excellent com- 
pany has been 
engaged to assist 
in the interpreta- 
z= tion of Agatha 
Tylden, Mer- 
chant and Ship- 
owner, and the 
majority of the 
artists render ex- 
cellent assist- 


ance. Verily the present season at the Haymarket is worthy of its 
wilmiest days. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“Pour-LA!" Yes, that's the word, gentle reader—* Pouf-La'” 
nothing more mysterious, in fact, thau the tithe of this years 
“Round Table Annual,” 
now being bought up 
wildly for the fistive 
shilling from all sta- 
tioners and railway book- 
stalls throughout the 
United Kingdom, and 
sent out in thousands, 
post free, from Judy 
Ottice, at Ls, 24d. This ur- 
ique aud tasty publication 
contains no less than 
thirty-nine contributions 
from a like number of the 
most eminent music hall 
artistes ae day, charm- 
ingly and appropriately 
illustrated by Alfred 
Bryan, Hal Ludiow and 
George Gatcombe, Every- 
bedy should buy “ Pouf- 
La"; and SLOPER espe- 
cially calls upon the entire 
Music Hall Profession to 

urchase this stupendous 
bob's worth, and see what 
thirty-nine of their con- , 
Sréres, _ineluding Dan 
Leno, Herbert Campbell, 
Fannie Leslie, Nellie 
L'Estrange, Kate James, 
Hurry Pleon, Ada Reeve, 
G, W. Hunter, and Billie 
Barlow, have written. Por 


POLICEMAN JOHN PEGG, 365, who is retiring from the City 
Force, after twenty-nine years’ service, was not oaly the Horse's 
Friend, he was A. SLOPER's Friend also, Many's the time that 
John has taken the arm of the Mildewed One and piloted him 
safely across Ludgate Circus, heeding not the fragrant hiccup or 
the inarticulate gurgle. No one will miss John Pegg more than 
A. SLOPER. It 1s a big loss to the Old 'Un. 


a 

NOVEMBER is pre-eminently the month when the Fog King 
reigns supreme. ‘True, the interesting monarch does not allow us 
to totally forget 
his existence 
during the other 
months of winter, 
but it is usually in 
the month dedi- 
cated to Guy 
Fawkes and the 
Lord Mayor's 
Show that he 
asserts himself 
most disagreeably, 
and evinces that 
partiality for get- 
ting down our 
throats and send- 
ing up the price of 
gas, which is so 
distinctly unplea- 
sant to the average 
individual, To A. 
SLOPER, however, 
the season of fogs 
comes as a boon 
and a blessing ; it’s 
such an excellent 
excuse to give the 
missus on occa- 
sions. All he’s got 
to say is, “Got losht in fogsh, m'dearsh,” and there he is, you know. 


PO 
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* 

A. SLOPER was among the distinguished crowd who thronged 
the Suffolk Street Galleries on the occasion of the Private View of 
the Royal Society of British Artists last Saturday. We understand 
the Agéd intends purchasing several gems from this unusually 
meritorious exhibition. *\° 


UNCLE BOFFIN is in Manchester just now looking up the Music 
Halle and Variety people. Proprietors of the Halls of Dazzling 
Light are being decorated with the “Sloper Certificate for Purity 
of Motive,” at the hands of the Avuncular One. McDougallism 
has a bad time of it when Unele Boffin is on the mouse, 

= 


TALK about Tattersall's, why, it is not in it with “The Sloperies ” 
at the present moment! It seems to be taken for granted that 
either A. SLOPER, the Sloperian Showman, or McGooseley will 
receive the Poet Laureateship, and, consequently, each individual 
member of the statf, down to junior office boy, is making a book on 
a result. The latest betting on the Poet Laureate Stakes is as 
ollows :— 

4tol on A. SLOPER (t). 
6 — 4 agst The Sloperian Showman (t & w). 
2)— 1 — McGooseley (0). 
Any price against outsiders like Swinburne, Morria and Arnold, 


= 

THE frolicsome Old Reveller has this week honoured the Tro- 
cadero Music Hall with a visit, and it goes without saying, that 
the genial Sam Adams received 
him with open arms. Several 
bottles were cracked in honour 
of the occasion, during which 
performance the Eminent found 
time to look round him. A capi- 
tal company is at present en- 
gaged at the Hall, R. G. Knowles, 
Katie Lawrence, Marie Lloyd 
and Ida Heath being among the 
ems of the company. Sang 
3 an up to date manager, and 
gives loveliness a more than 
fair show on his programme, 


* 

THE Hon, BILLy says Miss 
Dora Douglas is rapidly coming 
to the front on the Variety 
stage. Swiss pipes, the mandolin, 
and song and dance are Dora's 
principal points. Billy is head 
and ears over, and ere long yet 
another betrothal may take place. 


s 

AMPLY deserved is the huge 
success which is attending Mr. 
Morritt's refined entertainment 
at the Prince’s Hall every after- 
noon, What with the delightful 
selections of the Yellow Hun- 
garian Band, Mr. John Le Hay's 
ventriloquisin, Mr. Angel Trepp 
on the sleigh bells, the lightning cartoons of Master Erskine 
Williams, Mr, Arthur Playfair's mimicry, and the clever con- 
juring and marvellous illusions of Mr. and Miss Morritt, who 
shall say that the audience doesn't get more than its money's 


} worth?) Go, and tell us your opinion on the subject. 


(Saturday, November 5, 1892, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs 


4 CALENDAR FOR TUB WkEK ENDING NovemBeR 12ru, js; 


6th November, 1632.— Gustavus Adolphus. 5: 
Sweden, was this day’ killed at the Battle of ‘Tupeu ane 
shot broke his arm. “It is nothing, follow me!” he excl pis 
but, his strength failing,.he turned his horse's head and mutte 
the Duke of Lauenburg by his side, “ Cousin, take me hens 
am wounded,” As he turned, an Austrian trooper shout 
thou here? I have long sought for thee!” and disehare 
carbine into the King's shoulder. Gustavus fell from ii . 
with the last words, “My God!" In revenge and in de...” 
men fought, as Schiller says, “with the grim fury of tion. 
victory crowned the day, faced with wounds, trodde: ;, 
feet of horses, the body of Gustavus was drawn from bei, 
heap of slain and laid with his fathers.in Sweden, 

7th N iss C i 
ovember, 1874.—Miss Cushman this day {. 
farewell benefitat New York. “Miss Cushman's melo-drana : i. : 
Merrilies has quite as indisputably the attributes of geniys ants 
it as any piece of poetry or tragedy could have."— Henry Muy), 


Sth November, 1845. -- Under this date, the Glau 
Examiner states that G. W. M, Reynolds received £800) for | 
“Pickwick Abroad,” and for his “ Master ‘Timothy's Bookey. 
£100. His “ Mysteries of London” and “ Mysteries of ti. Caak 
of London,” published in weekly numbers of eight closely print, i 
pages, were published consecutively for twelve years, si 


Oth November, 1851.—Jve Goss, of Wolverhampton, 
this day to have fought Price, of Bilstou, but was arrested a fla 
instance of his father when going to scale. On February jv, 
1860, however, the fight came off. “Joe's activity, power of hit; 
and fearless style soon brought his opponent down to his vyy 
weight, and in the short space of twenty-five minutes, in \,,,. 
fifteen rounds were fought, Price was consummately thrashed’ 


Wir, ji 


heath q 


iis 


alec csc ani ead sti SL hE 

llth November, 1881.—A girl, convicted of the murder .: 

her child, was this day res psec She subsequently confessed ;, 
the murder of another child. 


12th November, 1627.—Under this date, Hone prinis 
description of the brutal practices then observed on board met-oi. 
war when crossing the line. A number of sailors, dressed 4s 
Neptune and his Tritons, seized upon the “Johnny Raws” (tij«. 
who had not pnid a fee of five shillings or given a bottle of runs 
forfeit), and, seating them on a plank across a large tub of water, 
lathered their fuces with tar grease and filth and scraped then 
with a piece of old rusty iron hoop, dashed the shaving brush into 
their mouths, and then, withdrawing the plank, soused them over- 
head in the tub, pouring water on them from pails. This was done 
with the captain's consent, he frequently looking on and laughing 


AN AWKWARD CONFESSION. 
“You would never cease to love me?" 
Sobbed the fair one on my breast ; 
“Did you e’er inconstant prove me?” 
T inquired. She closer pressed. 


Then she whispered, “Cousin Mary 
Tells me, dear, that often you 
Have compared her toa fairy ; 
Tell me, darling, is this true?” 


I replied, “ My oath was binding, 
You to love for aye I swore ; 
But I can't prevent your finding 

Out | love a dozen more.” 


MARY'S LITTLE LAMB. 

“Mary had a little lamb with fleece as white as—" Wel), 
about as white as Snow Hill. “And everywhere that Mary went,” 
why, the poor lamb had to go, seeing that Mary had a rope abuut 
half an inch thicker than the Atlantic cable round its neck. 

What on earth led Mary to lead her lamb into Shoe Laue, A, 
SLOPER, mossgrown on occasions, but still the giddy gallant where: 
ever beauty—and particularly juvenile bs Spl concerned, will 
never know. Shoe Lane is a most undesirable pasture for lant. 
there being absolutely nothing in the way of suacks knockin: 
about, save printing ink cans from the Standard office aud fried 
tishbones sent flying into the gutter by the al fresco diner. 

Mary hadn't been in Shoe Lane the shake of a lambs tail, either. 
ere a respectable elderly gentleman, supposed to be connected with 
a betting office, said he didn’t as a rule do business save for realy 
money, but he'd lay her seven to one (in lambs) against Kairowin 
for the Cambridgeshire, with which he collared the budding she) 
and disappeared up an adjacent alley. Then, ere she had realize! 
what had happened, an ammoniated soaphawker had started an 
oration almost at her elbow, and was demonstrating to the crowd 
how the twentieth part of a penny packet would remove =tu- 
of all kinds from the rope; and, just as an Inspector from the 
Central Meat Market came to kick up a bobbery about her brine: 
ing live stuck into the city without a drover’s licence, A. SLorre 
rushed out and saved her, _ , 

Shoe Lane is no place for girls with lambs, 


BREAD AND CHEESE AND KISSES. , 

“OnE more, Ethel, one more,” and young Victor Ilyp iia 
Hobbes-Jones, the bright young recorder of smart functions 
our smartest journal, Society Piffle, made an effort to draw 
fair girl to his bosom again. But Ethel, the esha ee 
seven year old daughter of that ancient vulgarian, the Oi B ue te 
King, would not yield so easily, Of course, she wanted hin if a 
her; but she knew that the temporarily withheld kiss yor fl 
proper article, and so she drew herself coylv back and coli . 

« How many more do you want naughty boy ?” she ~_s They 

“ Billions, billions!” he replied.“ Kisses are my sou Phe 
are the nectar of my life; they feed and clothe and inspire nee ae 
nerve me to greater efforts ; they point my path to an utop! er " 

It was her wayward little smile beneath her cast dow i ; 
that stopped him. You sce, she knew his past, although he think. 
know she did; and, knowing it, she somehow began ft ar ie 
when he himself put such a high quotation on osculation, wo 
was “boiling the pot over,” so tos There was a char F the 
a certain amount of the high falutin language that he pure it inte 
Piffie, but at times he was apt to interpolate too much bal ne 
his wooing. But, woman like, no sooner had she wenrase ai 
though only with a glance—than she repented of it; so sie 

“Go on, dear, go on. Bo (dil 

bs) Well, m aasline” he continued, “all I wanted to say ee i 
as you ought to know full well by now, kisses are si ie 
nbsolute necessity. On your sweet lips my life hangs. Seale 
kisses, rather than for mere dross, or that will-o =e a believe 
fame, | live and toil and have my daily being. I re ‘issing tliat 
Ethel, so highly do I enter into the heavenly bliss ae issing, 
| couldn't live through—well, say a week without a kiss. 

“1 can’t believe that, Victor.” = 

“Can't you,my own?) Why not?’ ; ms 

“ Well—er—because—because you're alive now. 


‘And it is to my Ethel Kisses 


“T should rather think 1 was! 
that I attribute——” 

“Ah, yes; quite so. ‘hose ! 
when Jon were doiug that six mouths in Pentonvill 
Lord Limejooce?” 


. PP sane aiive 
But, tell me. whose kisses kept Yl Ol, 
e for Iibeut 


A FAN DE SIECLE FAN-TASY. 
. ter says that the fan cumme il faut onght to be pxpriom’ redleciy 
sce ay too small you can’t talk behind it, etc. etc. 1m short, it 
vible and silent friend.) |__ 
Ir a girl would 
entrance 
. All eyes ata 
dance, 
And pul verise 
many a bean, 
Her most sen- 
sible plan 
Is to see that her 


fan 
Is the new 
fashioned fan 
comme il 
‘ Saut! 
Li 
le It must not be 
“ wr far y long— 


yeu ough? If short ‘twill be 


p / wrong— 
TOY” — gomuahing aesily 
- waved to and 


fro, 

Quite useful 
she'll find 

For talking be- 
hin 

Tne vew fashioned fan comme il faut! 


Then, girls, take advice 
Of that Person Precise, 
A. SLopER, the Belle Mashing Beau, 
When you'd flirting propose 
With that Knight of the Nose — 
Bring your new fashioned fan comme il faut! 


————»——— 


CHARITY! CHARITY! 
Tury say that blind beggars do uot flourish so well as they did 
ins of yore. This, by-the-way, is not caused by the great 
uniter of charitable institutions. It is principally owing to the 
‘ution of the automatic machines—all the French pennies go 
Ab! how depraved is human nature! re rob Peter to pay 
land then give Paul a stumer, after all ! 
——— 


“HE COMETH NOT, SHE SAID.” 

LoseLy at the ball she waiteth, shunning though the crowded 
pon, masking her impatience ’neath the cool conservatory’s 
oom. Ile to whom her heart is given, he, that paragon of men, 
» jad sworn to meet his darling ata quarter after ten. Hark, 
e clock! it chimes eleven; still her lover is not here, and 
er heart is slowly filling with a wild despairing fear. Well she 
mows some dread mishap alone would keep him from her side, 
n it be that he her hero, he 
r hope, her joy, her pride, even 
pw is lying silent ‘neath some 
war hospital roof ? done to death 
ou the railroad? killed beneath 
ne horse's hoof? Ah! the very 
ousht were madness, she could 
ver bear the pain, oh, but this 
spense was killing, oh, the ago- 
wing strain, From the bright- 
ed ballroom yonder, comes the 
pnd oof many feet, trippin 
ily toa tune which, asks if Bill 
s bought the street. But the 
ncers and the valses fail to lure 
r from her post where she 
ited for her darling, to the gaily 
hirling host. Gentle maiden, 
ail we tell you, all your watch- 
yw isin vain? yes, ’twere better 
pu should know it, though we 
ieve to give you pain, vainly 
ve you faked your eyebrows, 
inly have youcrimped your hair, 
t that rouge upon your cheekbones, with the most consummate 
re, donned that very fetching toilette, ordered at 2 vast expense, 
nd declared by all and sundry to be really just immense. Oh, 
e pity of it, mtiden, all your trouble wasted quite, for, alas ! 
urtruc beloved, will not, cannot come to-night. Yestere’en he 
ried gaily on «a razzle round the town, finishing by getting 
trwed, and knocking a policeman down, He was charged this 
ornat Bow Street, and a hard, unfeeling beak said the case was 
Mest disgraceful,” and your darling got a week. 


eee 


ong ; MATRIMONIAL ITEM. 

i AILING good idea that,” said Snyder, “Giving cheques for 
eliling presents, T always do it; so economical.” “ How d’ye 
oe out?” asked his friend, and Snyder replied, “ Easily. 
irl T know was married last week. If I had bought her a dinner 
sh anything, it would have made a hole in a fiver, and | 
aye i (get iton tick. Sol sent hera cheque for ten guineas ; it 
babe well in the list of presents in next day's paper— Mr. 
teed pyar, cheque'—Sve?" —“ But where's the saving?” per- 
Peace friend, and double S$ replied—* My cheque's returned 
Dine uucniedt "No Effects,’ and they can’t look a gift horse 


oe 


GIRLS OF THE «FRIV.” 
No. 71.—Aicia LEIGH. 


THE riding of that ruthless ride 

_ Was indeed a burning shame; 

Yet let the fact be published wide 
That not at all to blame 

Was he who o'er the Germans reigns, 
,Or he who Austria rulea, 

I'll tell you why o'er hills and plains 
Fast rode those furious fools. 


To folks who in Vienna live 
Came rumours that the “ Queen 
Of Beauty” from the London “ Friv.” 
(Was tarrying in Berlin: 
While to the village on the Spree 
A special wire came, saying 
That, for a few short days, Miss 
Leigh 
Was in Vienna staying. 


So, trusting to the news they'd heard, 
Some Austrian knights, who fain 
Would wed the maid, Berlin wards 
spurred, 
Her first sweet smile to gain. 
And, at the selfsame hour, a crowd 
, Of German braves rode fleeter 
Than lightning forth, while each one 
vowed 
-- In Austria first to greet her. 
But Rumour’s tongue had made a 


slip, 
tienda And all their rides were vain; 
: Wcigh, on her antumnal trip 
os waltzing round in Spain !! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


——- 


KILLIK AIKE, R10 GALLEGOS, PATAGONIA, SOUTH AMERICA, 
August 30th, 1892. 

DEAR OLD ALLY,—I have been a subscriber to your excellent 
paper for the last four years ; therefore it is no matter of surprise 
that I have become well acquainted with your dear old features. 
In taking up the potato crop | came across an extra large one, 
that bore such a striking likeness to your dear old self, that I 
made up my mind to send it to you, but before | could do 80, 
unfortunately, the most striking feature got touched with frost 
so I had it photographed, and your acceptance of a copy. r 


feel-certain that Tootsie and all the Friv. Girls will recognize 
the striking likeness to the F.O,.M.—Y ours truly 


ly, 
HERBERT 8, FELTON. 


THE EMPIRE THEATRR, October 21st, 1892, 
May 1T PLease YOUR IMPERIAL MAJESTY. 

Miss BETTINA DE SorTIS presents her compliments to 
Your Imperial Majesty, Mr. SLOPER. She has no words sufi- 
ciently strong (read expressive) to express her gratitude for the 
charming present and the unexpected high honour he has con- 
ferred upon her, and she will ever with pride append the initials 
of distinction “ F.O.8.” after her name, which, she has no doubt, 
will act asa safeguard against any possible evil eye or any other 
unluckly or disagreeable thing. As much as, for that thing, she 
cannot complain, having had always a very kind reception, and 
she he} retain for this country a feeling of thankfulness and 
gratitude, 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No, 138.—HE Is TAKEN PRISONER AT TRAFALGAR. 
CRIED the Cobwebby Cask with 
Delight, “ I've ta’en Asquith 
Severely to task with 
A view to his letting me preach in the Square; 
And he’s given me permission 
My lifetong ambition 
To seize, on condition 
That T speak but on Sundays and Saturdays there. 
So a monstrous (no, monster) assembly I'll ext- 
Emporise to serenely on Saturday next.” 


And (because through the nation 

He'd sent intimation) 

A huge “ demonstration” 
Convened in the Square on the Fifth of Novem. 

There were peers by the million, 

P.-C.s by the billion 

And thieves by the trillion, 
All yearning to hear SLOPER'S speech. And to them 
Poured the Patriot forth a harangue more sublime 
hau has ever been uttered since Cicero's time. 


But, before to his paan 
(‘Neath blue empyrean) 
Genteel and plebeian 
Had listened ten minutes, so frenzied he grew 
With his wild rantipoling, 
His eyes be rolling, 
And, past all controlling, 
His head fo and fro like a billiard ball flew: 
Whereupon ten policemen, redoubted and large, (charge. 
Ploughed their way through the squadron aud tooh him in 


On the way to the station, 

With deep indignation 

For quick liberation 
Roared SLOPER. “Ask Asquith, ask Asquith,” said he, 

“If he gave not permission 

That plebs and patrician 

Should mine erudition 
Here hear!” “ That is true,” answered constables three, 
“But for fooling with fireworks we hale you to gaol.” 
Then the truth tlashed on SLOPER and wild was his wail— 
“Why, oh, why !—the sad fact did not Asquith disclose 
That they'd take for a squib my inflammable nose?” 


——_>——_—_— 


A PAGE FROM A FORTHCOMING NOVEL. 


“Ir was morning at Wurzelton. The tremulous boughs of the 
waving trees were raining down shadows, that fell cool and fair 
upon Lillin Linton’s beautiful face as she stood, silent and alone, 
near the big, house-leek covered barn. The murmurous sighing of 
the autumn breeze was borne to her on the tranced air, and ever 
and anon there came up from the mendows the sound of her 
father’s axe as he felled the sturdy winter asparagus that was soon 
to delight the palates of the finnicky fin de siécle folks in London 
who cared to pay 2 guinea a bundle for it, Away to the eastward, 
mirroring hack the azure dome of the sky, lay the lake, and the 
swell of its silver foam but served to make the silence deeper. 

“The girl stood for several minutes as if entranced by the scene. 
Then, turning sadly away, she exclaimed, in low, bitter tones— 

ae it!. € knew there was something 1'd forgotten. 1 
haven't milked that dodgasted old cow !’” 


$a 


HE TO HER: AN APOSTROPHE. 


On, far more fair than all the fair 
Descendants of fair Eve beside ! 
Oh, thou that from thy birth wast e’er 
Thy father's hope, thy mother's pridet 
Oh, thou with whom I soon, elate, 
Shall traverse Life’s delightful vale ! 
Oh, worthy of a worthier mate !—- 
All hail! all hail! 


Oh, strong to guide and aid and cheer 

Thy weak adorer on his path! 
Oh, skilled to turn my gloomiest fear 

To hope—to peace my deadliest wrath ! 
Oh, thou whose tender hand and eye : 

And tongue, when costliest nostrums fail, 
Can bid my keenest sufferings 1 

All hail! all hail! 


Oh, how thy presence glads my heart ! 
Oh, with what pleasure, half divine, 
1 pledge thee in—Ah, there's the smart! 
So fond art thou of guzzling wine 
That I’ve expended all my “chink,” 
And o’er an empty purse I wail : : 
O, would that thou woyld’st henceforth drink 
Allale! four ale! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


AS n preventive of cholera, we were advised to “boil all drink- 
ing water.” SLOPER thinks if we could have been induced to “all 
drink boiling water,” we should have more surely escaped the 
pestilence. . 

Q. DisTINGuISH briefly between Extract of Beef and a fish 
story. A. Liebig: Big lie. : 

IN the case of a stone mug broke, you can “save thé ani a In 
the case of a “mug” stone broke, the “ pieces” have already been 
lost. 

“BEDLAMITE” asks if the line in “ Beautiful Snow,” “ Dealing 
in shame fora morsel of bread,” is prophetic of the D.7.'s recent 
trafficking in “National Shame”? We really can’t say. 

THE game of whist is mostly accompanied by silence, but we wot 
of one kind of whist that possesses infinite capabilities of speak- 
ing; viz., the ventrilok: whist. 

A“ FRIBSD" in Need: A poverty stricken Quaker, 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE LADY ELFRIDA. 


(A STORY OF THE CRUSADERS.) 
= 


CHAPTER VIII. 


“You have heen drinking, sirmh, and drinking froway, muggy 
ale at that,” thundered the Lady Elfrida, as she drew further back 


from her husband, 
while a scornful curl 
ornamented the tip 
of her aquiline nose, 

“L'faith, I have 
been drinking,” said 
Sir | Montmorency. 
“It is away I have 
when 1 feel athirst, 
and when good li- 
quor is to be had.” 

“Swilling and 
swiggling all day 
long. ‘Tis a brave 
way for a noble to 
spend his leisure time 
in company with his 
retainers.” 

“Nay, by my faith, 
Sir Peter de Stroit- 
ville drank with me 
and his retainers 
drank with mine.” 

“And doubtless 
fought?” 

“Good luck! T be- 
lieve they did. I[ 
heard there was some 
small matterof sword 
play among them 
while we were at our 
cups, and I noted 
that Alan, our outer 
warder, had his head 
tied up as if he had been swording, nnd that Jack o' the Brae, of 
cee troop, looked somewhat pale, and wore his arm in a 
sling. 

“ Drinking and swording. Alack, to what a house I have come!" 
and the bride of seven dave swept haughtily from the hall, leaving 
her husband to consider the comforting retlection that his wife was 
in a fury with him. 

Nor were his reflections comforting ones for Sir Montmorency. 
There was now sufficient proof that the lady of the mansion had a 
temper, nnd it looked not unlikely that she proposed to be lord 
and master of the establishment, and to run it on decidedly auto- 
cratic lines, The thought had no elements of comfort in it for 
De Branegold, He had loved a rose, but he began to be afraid thas 
the flower had faded and left but the thorns ; nor had he the pluck 
to grasp the thorns with the gloves on. 

A week passed, and no word passed between the ill-mated pair. 
The lady’s high wound condition of temper abated not. She 


“I have been drinking.” 


The cavalcade eallied out. 


swept in at brenk fast and at dinner, spoke not to Sir Montmorency, 
ate her food in silence and swept away once more to her own 
apartments, 

The estrangement was irksome to Sir Montmorency. Had she 
talked even only to quarrel with him, he would have borne his 
trial more pleasantly, but her silent scorn made him moody, and 
his moodiness extended to his attendants, The Branegold halls 
were wont toring with merry jest and song, but the men-at-arms, 
in sympathy with their dejected master, were now silent, and even 
the minstrel usually the most mirthful of the household, allowed 
his harp to be unstrung. As the days passed the meat got low, and 
it was at last imperative that Sir Montmorency should go a- 
hunting that the larder might be supplied. But there was no 
joyousness in the event. Slowly the cavalcade sallied from the 
castle gateway, and when the quarry was raised, the hunt was 
» listless one, The chase brought them within easy distance of 
his father-in-law'’s Castle of Torquiville, and Sir Montmorency 
almost unconsci- 
ously turned his 
horse’s head in the 
direction of that 
fortification. 

As he ap- 
proached the 
castle walls, 
the gay sounds 
of joy an d 
festivity were 
heard. When the 
bugle call of the 
approaching troop 
summoned the 
warder, the reply 
was somewhat 
dilatory. But the 
aged Baron at 
length made his 
appearance. A8 
soon as the old 
man had ex- 
amined the party 
from the watch- 
tower, he 
shouted— 

“Isthat vou, Sir 
Montmorency /" 

“It is,” was the 
reply. 
“All alone? Is 
my daughter not 
with you?” : 

“Your daughter? No, forsooth,” was the moody answer. “Sho 
is at home.” 

“Honest now, Sir Montmorency—no ambush intended, eh?” 

“Square Indian!" eee 

“Up with the portcullis and down with the drawbridge,” shouted 
the Baron lustily to his men at arms; and ere the rattle of the 
chains had well subsided, the old man was welcoming his son-in- 
law with affectionate effusion, 

(To be continued newt week.) 


Welcoming his son-in-law. 


| 


Ee —— 
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THE “F.O.S."” PON:TRAIT GALLERY. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, November 5, 139) 


OLD ASSOCIATIONS. 


(Preparing for Conquest.) 


<_- 


Enfuriated Pedestrian, Ha, you clumsy rascui. \. , ;, 
drilied a hole through my foot with the spike o1 \..; 
deuced crutches ! al 
Crutchowner (suavely). Lor’ luv yer, gav'nor! yo « 
it’s only a sekking ‘and pair, an’ if I was ter git 1... 
down to fit, there wouldn't be no spike left tu sive » 
from commink a cropper. ai 


© Alwars a precocions individual even in his early youth, 
Frank Was no sooner in his teens than he fell in love with a 
maiden wunt. Would have married her, only his relations 
objected. Wanted then to retire into a convent as @ sert of male 
hun but was prevented by an attack of the croup, Laid up for 
a month or two, snd eventually enred himself with whisky hot, 
Immergel from the sick chamber a stronger and better being, 
Wanted to marry a barmaid and become a potman, but, finding 
no termnaid available, changed his mind and wrote to * General’ 
Booth for advice” Receiving no reply, Frank decided on becoming 
wnactor, Was offered an engazement by al 


tunch and Judy pro- 
prictor to work the puppets, whieh he dec 


[lie How ia it, Grace, that you are not getting realy? Surely you are coming to Mrs, Dundalk’s 
reception to-night, aud you know that the carriage will be round in half wu hour's tine. 

Ruby. Grace is always behindhand, 

Grace. But I have no intention of accompanying you, dears, Four of my husbands will be present, 
which might make things a bit nnpleasant, 


1 without thanks, 
Was ambitions to become a second Irving, and trained his legs 
accordingly. To some people their faces prove fortunes ; 
Frank his legs have proved regular gold mir 
shinflie with any actor on the levitimate stage 
some few years ago, and is still fond of his wife, Owns a theatre 
noid a bonny youngster, atl is real prond of them both, Frank 
i< at present resting, much to his admirers r A right royal 
welcome awaits him on his return te the sta Chiectly because 
he's# poinstaking actor, Frank Wyatt was created FOS. and the 
SSicper Award of Merit’ presented to him October 20th, 1685," 
Detvett Improved, 


. te % = 
{ S, 
No, 280. Trank WYATT, FOS, | 


(1). Editor of the “ Rallytooze Foghorn.” © Listen here, Mr. Pennyline, You'll have such a bundle of shticks stalkin’ about. vour ribs ont wil 
to go and interview Mick Casey, the distinguished Nationalist, es the * Reinstate- ! a dish of murphies.”——14). Mick Casey. ure sed gis BATA Takes 
ment of Evicted Tenants’ question, for the next issue of the Foghorn, so be off with sate and make youreelf at home. Bedad! that's me three legged ston) wil only ti 
you and make your will. TH look after your widew.——-(2). Mr. Pennyline (tapping | legs. Oi give it to me visitors for a spoine tonic, begor !"—— (5). “ Phwat’s tht 
gently at the door of “Moonlight Cottare.”) © Anyone at home?” Voice from Within. you're afther askin’, * Phwhat mizures Oi'd adopt to inshure the reinsthtatemint «° 
Och! it’s another agint. and the lasht one that called hardly shtiffened out yit! non-payin’ tinants,’are ye? Bedad! Oi'll soon make that clear to ye. Hanl met 
Take that, ye divil!” Bang ! bang ! !——(3). “ What, not wantin’ the rint, aren't | gun, Biddy, darlin’."——(6). “Whiroo! Biddy, alannah. The cratur's away Ivike 
ye? Come in wid ye, thin, ye poor shtarved cratur! Begor, it’s a shame to see ! shcared leprechaun! Oi'm thinkin’ this'll be a lesson to the divils to lave usin ju” 


YOUTHFUL SQUABBLES. , GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED, A QUEER TOILET SET. 


“Why dost thou haunt my footsteps, boy?" + Picase, Mr. 


Walker, the manager says yon must get shaved. He dont want 
the front row to mistake your face for the row of a musical-box,” 


Master Lankew, But Vm older and bigger than 
youd ought te know better, 


s Koneet, But boys are always : \! Y 
Bt Joys are always; more. back- Z) Design for toilet service, specially adapted for hauule! 


Wife, Aren't you ashamed of yourself, coming home at this ward than girls 
bee au a A Hubby. I ah bin home hours age, dear, only Master Lankey, P'r'aps. Anyhow, you're the most For price list aud illustrated catalogue, apply to A. Shivtlt 
wash ‘fraid I'd find you awake. forward of the lot, I gness, ~ . : No. 34.—Rhoda “ The Sloperies.” 
. 34.—Rhoila, ne Sloperies." Eee 
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